

The T ragedie 

tempt vnto a clofe exploit ofdeath. 

Boy. M)’ Lor A, / know a difcontentcd Gentleman 
jj'nofe hutnbl: meanes match not his haughtieminde, 
Gold were as good astwentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy His name my Lord, is 7*irrell, 
l(tng, Goecall him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuolning wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counfell, 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirdc 
And flops he now for breath i 

Enter Darby. r 
How now, what newes with you i 

Thtr. My Lord, / heart the Marquefle Dorfct 
/s fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond thefeas where 
he abides, % 

King* Catesby. Cat, My /lord. 

King, Rumor it abroad 
That Anns my wife is ficke andliketo die, 

/will take order for herkeeping clofe j 
Enquire me out fome means borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

?’he boy is fooliih, and I fearc not him : 

Aooke how thou dreamft : Ifay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is fickc and like to die, 

A bout it, for ic ftands me ruuch vpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 
/mud be married to my brothers daughter, 

Or elfe my kingdome ftands on brittle glafle, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but / am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fin, 

T eare falling pittie dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Ttrrel. 

Is thy name Tirrell? 

Tir. /amesTirrel, and your moft obedient fubicflV 
King. Art thou indeed? 

fit; 


of Richard the third, 

ftr. Proue me my gracious feueraigne. 

Kino. D»rft thoa rcfoluc to kill a friend of mind 
7<r. /my L crd,b v tl had rather kill two deepe enemies* 
Km. Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies t 
joes to my reft, and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 

Are they that /would hauc thee deale vpon ; 

Jirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the tower, 

Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

Aud foone He rid you from the feare of them. 

King. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither TuriH, 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine care, He wbifrerrin bit 
Tis no more but fo, fay it is done (tart. 

And /willloue thee, and preference too, 
fir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Sfhali we heare from thee Ti rrell,ere we fleepc J 
Enter Buckingham, 

Tir, Yefhallmy Lord, 

Buc, My Lord, I haue confidered in my mind. 

The late demaund that you did found me in, 

K.ng, Well, let that pafle, Dorfet is fled to Richmond* 
Buc. I heare that ne wes my Zord. 

Kmg, Stanly he is your wiues fonne, Wel,looke to© it, 
Buc. My Lord,l claime your gift, my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your fath is pawnd. 

The Harledome of Herfort and the moueablcs, 

Tie which you promifed 1 fliould poflefle. 

King. Stanly looks to your wife, if (he conuey 
Letters to Richmond you fhall anfwere it. 

Buc. What fayes your highnefle to my juft demaandf 
Kmg. As / remember, Henry thefixt 
Didprophrfic that Richmond fhould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pecuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, Bucf^. My Lord . 

Kmg, How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me, /being by, that / fhould kill him. 

Buck, My Lord, your promife for the Earldome, 
_,***£♦ Richmond, when laft /was at Exeter, 

<ne Maior incurtefic (hewed me the Caftle, 
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